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hideous and tyrannical self-deception, this ruthless
piling up of the materials for disillusionment in
a higher sphere. It seemed as if he were being
by his very vigour and virtue deliberately ,irainecf
for ineradicable conceit and complacency. If his
relations came to see him, they were lectured on
their inefficiency; if they stayed away, they were
reproached for their want of natural affection. It
seemed absolutely impossible to bring any concep-
tion home to him, wrapped as he was in armour of
impenetrable self-satisfaction.

But the old friend of whom I spoke is entirely
removed from either of these shadows of age. He
is infirm, but not ill; he is infinitely courteous
and gracious, grateful for the smallest kindness,
determined not to interfere with anyone's con-
venience. My servants simply adore him wel-
come him like an angel, and see him depart with
tears. He knows all about them, and keeps all the
details of their families in his mind. He never
talks of himself, but has a perfectly genuine and
unaffected interest in other people. He is end-
lessly tolerant and sweet-tempered; and sometimes
;will drop a little sweet and mellow maxim, the
ripest fruit of sunny experience. One feels in his
presence that this is what life is meant to do for
us^all, if it were -not for the strange admixture of
irritabilities and selfishnesses, so natural and yet
so ugly, which lie in wait for so many of us. One
of the most beautiful things about him is his
tenderness. He talks of his old friends who have
taken their departure before him with a perfect